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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
REFLECTIONS 

DUET 

(/ sing with myself) 
Out of my sorrow 
I'll build a stair, 
And every tomorrow 
Will climb to me there; 

With ashes of yesterday 

In its hair. 

My fortune is made 
Of a stab in the side, 
My debts are paid 
In pennies of pride: 

Little red coins 

In a heart I hide. 

The stones that I eat 
Are ripe for my needs; 
My cup is complete 
With the dregs of deeds. 

Clear are the notes 

Of my broken reeds. 

I carry my pack 
Of aches and stings, 
Light with the lack 
Of all good things; 
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But not on my back, 
Because of my wings! 



AT THE HOSPITAL FOR THE INSANE 

They said to me: "We are not crazy, dear! 

But they are mad . . . and so they keep us here." 

I thought: "We are all mad! — in this walled place, 
And out beyond, and through all time and space; 
Save he who looks his madness in the face!" 



SONG OVERHEARD 

I wrote your name within my heart 

Most carefully — 

I never could remember names or faces; 

And then, one day, 

I lost my heart along the shining places. 

I must have let it fall, 

Plucking a flower I did not want 

And listening to a bird I did not see: 

Now would I call — 

And you would answer me. 

Do hearts have wings? 

I am so careless about losing things. 
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